FIRST  ENTRY
I open the breech and extract an empty cartridge case.
The cut-off is closed. I tumble to it! Fed up with
the mud and general beastliness, afraid to flee lest
he should be caught, as he surely would be, and shot
by his comrades in accordance with the rules of
war, unable to endure the conditions any longer,
he ends his days by his own hand. I say nothing,
save to give some unknown German sniper credit
for a good shot he never fired, for we have long since
silenced the marksmen across the way.
That afternoon I go to the right and am told
Felucan, an elderly subaltern, has been evacuated as
a casualty. Wrongly based on whisky in civilian
life, he has resorted to it again in order to keep going.
He is not drunk. He can never get drunk! A bottle
is found in his valise. His nerves are awful. He is quite
unsafe and a bad example. We are well rid of him
though I am sorry for him, as I like him. I push
along and come to a sentry. Beside him a boot
sticks out of the parapet and on it hangs a water
bottle. 'Why do you hang that there/ I ask, "do
you know what it is?' Yes Sir,5 the youth replies,
'a dead Frenchman/ 'Well/ I say, 'if you put
weight on it the whole thing will coine down and
then youllJiave an awful business/ He takes the
water bottle off its human hook and places it else-
where. We are on an old French battlefield - hence
the big rats and half buried poilus which abound
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